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div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"Hermione Granger steadied Errol, Ron Weasley's owl that was perched on her windowsill, gently stoking its large wings with two of her fingers to calm it down after its long journey from the Dursley's house. The owl crooned in annoyance as Hermione attached the last morsel of food she could covertly slip from her mother's pantry to its outstretched feet, although Hermione didn't feel bad as the sweetened foods which were loaded with carbohydrates, provided something for Harry to survive on over the summer. Concern etched itself her brow as she finished the letter that was intended to be attached, a response to Ron's, covered in the subtle lamplight resting on her desk. They rotated Errol, with Hermione only having a very lazy cat and the Dursley's insisting that Hedwig be caged for 'their own protection.' /div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"'Harry, I've added a few muggle foods I think you'll like, if you need more please write me or Ron. Dudley's diet will not be the end of you yet, not on my watch or Mrs Weasley's.' div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"'About the dream you mentioned the other night, Harry, I know you don't want to bother him, but you need to talk to Dumbledore. Your scar hurts for a reason, and I'm worried about you. I've tried reading about it, but the muggle libraries don't have a section for You Know Who and scar predicaments, unfortunately. You Know Who-' she began writing, but liquid papered the worlds, 'Voldemort isn't going to wait for you to be proactive.' She smiled sadly, and she found herself being frustrated for being away from her favorite place in the world, the Hogwarts Library that has proven its usefulness constantly through the years. She could imagine Harry's scowl when he received her letter, but Hermione was an advocate for tough love when her boys needed it.div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"She put her pen, not her quill, down and folded the letter into an envelope. There was something to be said for muggle ways when it came to writing, no ink smudges and liquid paper were a godsend. Then she put it in an envelope so the weather wouldn't degrade the written parchment. Placing it in Errol's beak, she spoke to him. "Make sure this gets to Harry, please.' The owl stared at her accusingly before placing a wing near her hand, a sign of recognition, and flew off into the night. div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"Sighing, Hermione closed the windowsill halfway so that the warm September air could still fan her face as she watched the owl descend over London's busy streets. She checked her watch, realising that at seven o clock she had a few more hours until night-time. She considered going downstairs, but resisted the company of her parents and their business associates in the dental industry during the dinner party downstairs. Maybe she was being rude, but she couldn't be compelled to care. Sighing back into her chair, Hermione closed her eyes and tried to remember how to smile. She was in no mood for trivial parties with muggles who thought her greatest problem was getting dates. More or less, her life was the greatest problem. div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"She missed Hogwarts dearly; the hallowed halls, the books, her magic and most of all her friends. She itched, for in two days she would be expected at the Weasley's to accompany them to the Quiddich World Cup. Despite how much she loved her parents, the muggle world was foreign to her in a way that she neither accepted nor rejected as being truth. She felt warm tears prick her eyes and she quickly blinked them away, overcome with typical fourteen year old angst that she knew was stupendously silly. The truth, at the heart of it, was that Hermione was permanently disappointed and neither world could console her dark thoughts of being unwelcome to either. She had to hide her true identity from the Muggle world for fear, and to the Wizarding world she was a, as Malfoy proclaimed proudly, a filthy Mud-blood, born of muggle parents and close friend to the greatest enemy of Voldemort, Harry Potter. div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"Ginny was a fourteen year old girl, and unlike Hermione, she had the maturity of one, Ginny's life was focused on boys and homework, beauty potions and spells, and her family. Hermione's was more mature, but out of obligation not want. Her life was about survival, Harry, Voldemort, School and Harry again. She loved him like a brother, and knew her part in his life was to help him and Ronald defeat the dark lord. The problem was, she was fifteen, muggle born and the bushy-haired, Brainiac book worm Granger with a ridiculous crush on one third of their trio, Ron. div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;" 'Flu powder, honestly. Arthur was practically floating with the opportunity to go to the Dursley's and see the muggle fireplace! That man!" Mrs Weasley finished with a flick of her wand with exasperation, and the broom started to sweep the floor. Hermione smiled, but her stomach clenched with the need to see Harry and make sure he was safe. While her dream was just that, a dream, an abstract thought in Hermione's head meant that she could not dismiss it as fickle. div  
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>div style="color: #222222; font-family: arial, sans-serif; font-size: 12.8px;"Hermione raced up the steps to find Ron's room, and pushed the door open. He lay in his bed, on his back snoring. The blanked reached his waist, and Hermione walked over to Ron's bedside. Somehow, this snoring drooling mess called Ronald Weasley had her heart for now. With tender fingers she reached out to stroke his copper red hair, and push the shaggy mess out of his eyes. When she had done that, she took one last look at him and stood up from his bed. 'Ronald!' She snapped, shaking his shoulder. He stopped mid snore, and snapped his eyes up to look at her. Her heart lurched. 'Bloody hell, Hermione.' He cried, clutching the blanked up around his chest for modesty. She bit back a smile. 'Harry's here. Honestly, Ronald.' She nagged, but let out a smile as she stalked out of the room with her back to him. She was about the close the door when he started to snore again, as he could fall back to sleep instantly.div  
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